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AN ELEGIE ON THE 
DEATH OF PRINCE 


HE NRIE. 


: F gricfe would giue meleaue, toletthe world haue part 
$ [| of that which it [though ſurferting] engroſles in my hart: 
Then would low ſome teares, bo ſo they momight breed, 
k& Not ſuch as eyes vſe to diſtill, but which the hart doth bleed; 
J As froma croubled ſpring like off-ſpring muſt abound, 
'  Soletmylynes farrefrom delight, hoarſe [as their Authour] ſound, 
I care not at whatrate that others pryſe their worth, 
So I dil burthen may my minde, and powre my paſsions forth. 
Though generall bethe loſle, one lhelfe confounding quyte 
TheKings chiefe joy,the kingdomes hope,& all the worlds delights, 
And thateach oneof tholc, a diuerſe wound giues me, 
Whilſt all concurring would increaſe, what not increa(-d can be: 
Yet mine ownepatt when weigh'd, ſo deepe impreſion leaues, 
Thar my ſoules pow'rs all ſo poſſeſl 'd, no others it conceaues, 
How can my hart but burſt, while as my thoughts would trace, 
Thegreat Prince Herries gallant parts, and not-afftccted gracert 
Ah thatI chancdſolong ['O wordly pleaſure fraile ! } 
Tobea witnefleof that worth, which I but live to wailc ! 
How oft haue I beheld ['a world admiring it] 
His Mattiall ſports cucn men amazc, his book bewitch their wit; 
Az Whoſe 


” 


" Whoſe worth did in allmindes juſt admirationbreed : 
When bur a childe,morethen a man [ah too foon rype indeed] 
| Scillremperat, actiuc, wiſc, as borne to doc grear things ; 
" reallic ſhew what he was, a quint-cſſence of Kings, 
Wirth ſtately lookes yer mylde,a Majeſtic humaine 
Both louc and revuercnee bred at once, enty['d, yet did reſtraine, 
What aQting any where, he ſtill did grace his part, 


TA courtlic Gallant with the King, a ſtatelie Prince apart; 


' Whenboth together were, O ==. all hkrts were wonne ! 
A'Syre ſo loving robchold, ſo ductitulla Sonne, 

| Hemorethen all his ſtatc his fathers fauour weigh'd, 

nd gloried more hind to attend, then when clſe-where obey'd, 
Bur hcauen enuicd the catth, thatoneit fo ſhould grace, 

ho was not duc vntothe world,though lent toit a ſpace: 

And ſtraight they tooketheir owne, who now no more appeares, 
uen when theSpheares & mufes joyn'd,did ſerue to count hisycarss 
What wit could notperſwade, authoritic, not force, | 
vnionnow atlaſtis made [ah made by adivorce ! ] 

| Both oncedid'one thing with,and both one want do waile, 

Fs miſerie hath match'd vs now,when all things clſc did failc. 


| | We mightas all thereſt, ſothis exception mille, 


rather we hadjarr'd in all, or we had joyn'din this. 
This the — which *ltthis Ile did toſſe, 
| His cradle Scotland, Fnglandtombe,both ſhar'd his lifeand loſle, 
|}: O how the traitrous world, by pray : hopes betrayes 
d ſcornesthe confidenceof man,who ſtil throughd inger ſtrayes! 
Bur moſt of all the great, when at their fortunes hight 
frhuge diſaſters do confound, notlookt fortill they light. [volue, 
That ſtates which ſecm'd moſt calme, ſtraightſtormes in waucs in 
ogathered were for greateſt joy,with greateſt griefe diſſolue. 
1 That Macedoman Syre, whoſe vidtories were ryfe,, 
heday which did his daughterwed, did part him ſelfe from lyfe, 
French ſecond Henrie to, flaine in like fort was ſeen, 


to griumph there withthe reſt, death had invited beene; 


| 


Fort 


For whilſt he tilting was, when all his troupes among, 
A broken trees flow'n tparkdid proue more then his ſcepter ſtrong: 
That Goth who vanquiſh'd Rome, and thouſands did deſtroy, 
Euen when his bryde bent roembrace, dicd in his greateſt joy. 
The laſt yet firſt French King for courage, valour, wit, 
Who bythe {word acquyr'd the Crowne, tram'd for a {cepter fit: 
Whilſt muſtring all his might, [being tarre from fearc or doubtÞ 
He traughted France with armed troupes, as bragging all about, 
Then whil'ſt his hopes moſthigh, cuen kingdomes did appall, 
Hein that greateſt pompe ſurpryl{d,a villains prey did fall. 
Thus hath it fatall beene, confirm'd in eueryage, 
That who did meerto aCtegreat parts, went weeping fromthe ſtages 
Is itthat God cucnthen, would hautic thoughts diſbend? | 
Or thatſuch times as eminent, vyle traitours moſtattend?: 
So when ſuſpected leaſt [O 0ceanof annoy ! J 
Lo,mournipg mirth preuented hath,& griefeencroach'd on joy; 
Yet not in ſuch a ſort;as with ſome in times paſt, 
Whole life being oft inuolu'din blood, blood dig diſpatch atlate+ - 
But he (ſtill ſacred) went not violated hence; 
The glotic ofa Gallant youth, a paterne fora Prince. 
Wharbrefſt ſo barbarous is, which vertuecan notcharme*? 
No hand, no, nor no hart in ought; could do or dreamehis harme, 
Since by his ſight notbleſt,all countthemſclues accurſt, 
By whom the world was big with hopes, which didnot die butburſt; 
Tyme did contract it ſeem'd (his courſeſo ſhort fore-ſeene) 
That worth in youth,which all his age ſhould haue extended beene 
For O, to whatſtrange hight had his pertetions lowne, 
Had they as firſt, ſtill by degrees proportionablie growne! 
Bur ſuperſtition then, had ſtatues made of gold, 
And ſome mighthaue Idolatriz'd,as many did of old, 
The fates (it may be) ſtay'd whatafter might him trap, 
Asin Campania Pompeyes death preuented had miſhap: 
He happie was in this, which few haue beene before, 
When all opinions purchal d were, n venture them no more;. 
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Band many ſo toſaue, him ſa 


Forall perſwaded are, as acted in effect, 
hat he might haue perform'das much as mortalls could cxſpett. 
|| Thus went he from the world, when with the beſt thought eucn, 
hilſt though but flouriſhing on earth, yet a ripe fruit for heauen, 
TheLordoft twixt the King and dangers huge did ſtand, 
ud, as life of all the Land: 
For (corningall their crafts who vglie euils did found, 
What priuatplots did God diſcloſe, what openforce confound ! 
| Yet when he was topart, [O whata wondrous oddes ! ] 
Avho was by nature the Kings Sonne, but by adoption Gods: 
| Novughtvrging clſc his end, ſaue nature that declyn'd, 
ight Angels did bearc hence that lowre,as other lowresthe wind. 
th Deuils and men whenjoyn'd to kill for whom God cares, 
draw aftarre as ſoone from heauen,as hurt one of their haires : 
And whom he will remouc, whenas thceirtime once comes, 
o guards can guarde,no Phylick helpe, onefitall force o'recormies, 
But ah that treaſures loſle, which I cannot diſgeſt 
ſtil thecenter of my minde,the point where,it muſt reſt: 
Andeach great part of his, which I did carſt percciue, 
y fancies repreſenting new do thoughts attendance craue. 
What wonder though my wg bethus for him imploy'd 
Who my affections free till tken, when Virgins, firſt enjoy'd * 
And heate me [happic Ghoſt] thatfame may ſpread them forth, 
vow toreucrence and enroule the wonders of thy worth- 
That cuen though chyldleſſe dead,thou ſhall not barren be, 
tPhoebus helpe to procreat poſteritic forthee, 
Thus where that others did abandonthee with breath, 
As ſtill aliueI trauell yet, toſeruetheeafter death, 
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To his «2M, aſeie_. 


'E H E worlds aftcftion now thistragick tryall proues, 
Heauen heape miſhaps vponhis head, whG6 it not highly mou 
Burt though the weight be great, which makes cach hart to bow; 
That men jb mad, rage not ſo much as reaſon doth allow: 
And that [thryſc Royall Syre?] fincethatit firſt wasknowne, 
All by imagining your gricte haue doubled fo their owne. 
Yet ſince to many due, waſte not on one your cares, 
As all your ſubjects waile your ſtate, hauepitic Sir on theires, 
Leaſtthat this griefe though great, a greater doe out-go, 
If from your ſonneturn'd toyour ſelfe,you ecke, not end our woi- 


A SHORT VIEW 


of the ſlate of man. 


VST wretched man, when com'd where woesabound, 
Ereto the Sunne, vacloſc his eyes to teares? 
Whom when ſcarſe borne, one ſtraightto priſon beares, 
Looſ'd from the bellie,in the Cradle bound. 
Then ryſing by the rod, he doth attend 
The miſteries of miſerie at length, | 
And till his burthens growing with his ſtrength, 
Huge toylesand cares his youths perfeRion ſpends. 
Laſt,helping Natures wants, O deare boughtbreath | 
He muſt haue eyes of glaſſe, and feete __ 
Till lyke a bow his bodie turnes to be, 
Which age hath bended to be ſhot by death. 
O, 6 I ſee that from the mothers wombe, 
There's but 3 litle ſteppe vnto the tombe, 


s. F.u4; 


